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MEET THE 1LS, ALL 227 OF THEM

Class of 2016 includes many drawn by history, prestige, personal touch

Class of 2016 poses together, for what is likely the last time until graduation, during law week. This year’s class includes more students than 2011 or 2012.

With 227 entering students, it would
be difficult, if not impossible, to ignore the
size of the 1L class.
This year William & Mary Law saw a 5
percent increase in applications for admis-
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sion from last year, one of only 11 schools
to see an increase, according to LSAC.
But will the glut of new grad students
affect the schools’ US News ranking?
“We think it may,” said Faye Shealy,
associate dean of admissions. “That’s why
we worked so hard to enroll a large talented
and diverse class.”
Indeed, the class of 2016 comes from
149 different undergraduate institutions
and they range in age from 20-47, according to Admissions. The class of 2016 is larger than both the classes of 2014 and 2015,
with class sizes of 196 and 217 respectively.
While applications went up, the school
gave out fewer admission offers than last
See CLASS OF ‘16, page 5
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NOT WYTHE Influences
STANDING
Our staff’s current cultural fixations
The Independant Student Newspaper
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Not Wythe Standing welcomes
letters and article submissions from
members of the William & Mary and
Williamsburg communities. However, good editorial judgment will be
exercised when deciding which articles to publish. We, of course, will
edit submissions for style, grammar,
content and length. That may, but often does not, involve consulting the
author.
By submitting a letter, editorial,
or article to Not Wythe Standing,
you release all publication rights to
that work. But then, you already
knew that. Obviously, those rights
include allowing Not Wythe Standing to publish or reproduce the submission in our humble tabloid, or
other print format.
In keeping with the amateur spirit of community journalism, you will
not be paid for your submissions.
Letters to the Editor and contributed articles likely do not reflect the
opinion of the Not Wythe Standing
Editorial Board. We’re quirky like
that. Join Not Wythe Standing on
Facebook for more information.

What Were Vices Now Are Habits, Dobbie Brothers
When I was 19, I was briefly selected to be the band’s website historian. Which is apparently a thing. It’s a more lyrically mature album than usual for this band, but musically
is very tightly crafted with lots of extended guitar interplay.
The real gem tracks are “Another Park Another Sunday”,
“Song to See You Through”, and “Daughters of the Sea”,
the last a near-prog escapade through Sirens mythology.
-Kristin White

The (New) Twilight Zone
Would going back in time to kill baby Hitler actually
change anything? Does the universe determine whether
or not there is justice? Just some of the questions considered by the new Twilight Zone, which aired on UPN
from 2002 to 2003. Great for binge watching.
-Frantz Fearreau

Little Earthquakes, Tori Amos
Fall means different things for different people. But for
me, when the temperature dips and the air gets crisp, it’s
Tori season. Specifically, Little Earthquakes by Tori Amos.
When Little Earthquakes opens with its pounding piano
and haunting lyrics (“Every finger in the room/is pointing
at me”), or soars as Tori turns her piano into a rock instrument on “Girl,” you know you’re in for something good.
-Beth Budnick

Glad Rag Doll, Diana Krall
Diana Krall is better than your stereo; she is only heard live.
Her 2012 effort Glad Rag Doll showcases the strange and
wonderful sublimity of that voice through ‘20s jazz standards. No medium—no electron-flinging conduit—can
communicate her distance. She refuses to be anywhere but
in every room her songs fill. Maybe it’s technology, maybe
it’s psychology—the brain refuses to believe a sound so human, so deliciously invasive and empathetic, isn’t coming
from flesh. -John Loughney

Long Gone Before Daylight, The Cardigans
Remember the band from 1998’s “Love Fool”? The Swedish phenoms were never comfortable with their one-off
success. But the band reunited in 2003 to record their
best album. Long Gone Before Daylight blends American
country with their signature quiet pop to spectacular result.
“Please Sister,” “Live and Learn,” and “Lead Me Into The
Night” are perfect for a relaxing College Beach stroll, while
“Feathers and Down” is the soundtrack of my routine postcitecheck cry. Nina Persson’s lyrics are so full of metaphor
you’ll ponder even after the music ends. -Adam Wolfe
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Lights up on W&M Law Revue

All the world’s stage for members flexing theatrical muscle in hobbist
troupe; short skits, one-act plays scheduled for season’s first show

Memebers of Law Revue pose or the camera in a shot from a 2012 show; the club is looking to expand membership, performances in the new season

By Christopher Rollins
Staff Writer, 2L
clroll@email.wm.edu
Revue. noun: a theatrical production
consisting typically of brief, loosely connected, often satirical, skits, songs, and
dances. A quick glance at its etymology
suggests that it is connected closely with
“review,” but these lexical first cousins are
completely independent of one another.
And now you know the meaning behind
the name of our law school’s one-and-only
theatrical troupe.
Born in Spring 2010, Law Revue begins

a new chapter in its history this fall; for the
first time, the club is no longer under the
direction of its founding members. The new
President, Amanda Fickett (3L), and Production Chair, Gowri Janakiramanan (3L),
have made the critical decision to both further integrate the club with the law school
and expand the troupe’s horizons this year.
The founders originally came from a
theatrical background and wanted to find
a way to keep up their hobby even as they
moved down a very different career path.
But while the stage is a familiar haunt for
many of the current club members, others are less familiar. That’s all according to
plan. Where Law Revue has focused in the
past on performing a single play every semester, the troupe now seeks to entice more
novice and part-time thespians by opening the school year with multiple smaller
events. The troupe’s first show will be a
night of short, one-act plays rather than a
single, complex, multi-act affair.

“While you’re trying to figure out law
school, instead of juggling multiple rehearsals and memorizing paragraphs of lines, you
focus on a few lines. Simple and easy,” Fickett
said at a meeting. The plan is to return to a
single, larger play for the spring semester, once
the actors and crew are better acquainted.
There are other changes to the agenda.
Following the successful inclusion of LLM
students in the past, Fickett and Janakiramanan have begun actively pursuing them
this semester, regardless of prior experience.
The hope is that the club will “provide a
social outlet for the [foreign students], acclimate them to the school, and give them
a place to practice English,” Janakiramanan
explained.
To those already familiar with Law Revue, however, the biggest change will certainly be the troupe’s change of venue. Prior
performances have been held in either the
Marshall-Wythe Lobby or the McGlothlin
See CHANGE OF VENUE, page 5
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The Employment Hunt Handbook

Chapter 1, wherein a experienced job hunter
explains rules of game, how career fairs correspond to safaris and importance of deploying
correct bait, free from typographical error

letter, transcript, and writing sample in the
direction of several jobs. My excitement
would grow as my prey approached the bait
and sniffed. Yet just as I would prepare to
pounce, my prey would walk away, uninFall is upon us again, and with it, a new terested. Baffled, I later examined the bait
school year, new classes (to be on facebook myself, looking for what could have driven
and gchat during), and another round of the jobs away. At that point, I realized my
hunting for jobs. For those rookie hunters
out there (hi 1Ls!), the law student-job is an
elusive prey, easy to spot but very difficult
to catch. Catching a job requires speed,
skill, and—in most circumstances—a harrowing run through the Symplicity gauntlet. Take heart rookie hunters, the worst is
yet to come! But never fear, for I have prepared this short Handbook with illustrative
examples from my past hunts to aid even
the greenest hunter in her quest.
1. Start preparing your bait now and
make it perfect.
Every hunter needs some bait in order
to catch her prey. While fishers use lures
and deer hunters use corn, the law student
job is far too smart a prey to be lured in by
such primitive tactics. In the modern era,
law student hunters generally use three or
four types of bait, depending on the type of
prey: a resume, a cover letter, a transcript,
and a writing sample. The resume and cover letter should form a sort of shiny exterior
to attract your prey, and the transcript and grave mistake: I had screwed up while prewriting sample should be a meaty inside for paring the cover letters. I had made a sigthe job to feast on while you silently ap- nificant typo that smudged the otherwise
proach and prepare to pounce. In order to shiny exterior designed to mesmerize the
attract the best prey, hunters should spend jobs. Noticing the smudge, my prey simply
several hours perfecting these—particularly moved on to other hunters’ bait.
the resume and cover letter—before setting
2. Learn everything you can about
out on the hunt.
your prey.
In my first year as a hunter, I didn’t
The law student job is a very unique
have this handy guide and made the mis- type of prey. Unlike deer, rabbits, and most
take of spending too little time making my other animals, the job is not afraid to apbait as attractive as possible. After making proach hunters and even speak with them
the journey through Symplicity, I found (as noted above, be sure to use the perfect
dozens of innocent jobs just waiting to be bait to lure them to this stage of the hunt).
pounced upon. I seized the opportunity Law students call this part of the hunt “into strike, wildly flinging my resume, cover terviewing.” Be wary of interviewing; jobs

By Alex Lott
Staff Writer, 3L
anlott@email.wm.edu

law-student job
“is anTheelusive
prey, easy

to spot but very difficult
to claim. Catching a job
requires speed, skill, and—
in most circumstances—a
harrowing run through
the Symplicity gauntlet.
Be warry of interviewing;
jobs watch for even the
slightest mistake.”

are very sensitive creatures and they keep
watch for the slightest mistake.
At a “career fair” (for the rookies, it’s a
sort of safari through an enclosed wilderness full of diverse species of jobs), I spent
hours stalking different types of prey. Some
I recognized—a wild Hunton & Williams,
an older Arnold & Porter, a sleek Baker &
McKenzie—but many were unfamiliar to
me. After I had cast my bait out at the recognizable prey and briefly interviewed with
several of them, I moved on to those I didn’t
know. Thankfully, in the age of technology, I was able to access details about the
unfamiliar prey via my smart phone. I was
delighted to discover that each type of prey
had created its own website, foolishly exposing its information for young hunters
like myself to find. I seized this information and began approaching unfamiliar
prey with increasingly reckless abandon
as the career fair wound down. Near the
end, desperate to bag a job before I left, I
would only glance at their websites before
approaching them. On my last hunt of the
night, I approached a job, bait in hand,
and began the interview. I had thought it
was going well until my prey asked, “Why
would you like to work here?” I began
to reply confidently, getting as far as “I
would like to work at—” before I suddenly
stumbled. I had forgotten my prey’s name!
Frantic, I coughed and used the opportunity to look around for anything that might
say the job’s name. Unfortunately, my prey
was not fooled by my diversion, and I leave
the career fair empty-handed.

To be continued...
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1Ls talk enrollment,
why they chose W&M

Memeber of 1L class taking a tour of Colonial Williamsburg in early Sept., serveral singled out the law
school’s history as a deciding factor when making enrollment descisions. Photo by Chris Yakubisin.

From CLASS OF ‘16, Cover
cycle, Shealy said. Still, more students accepted offers than in previous years. The average LSAT score and GPA was unchanged
from last year, according to Shealy.
Several factors may have influenced
this increase in accepted offers, Shealy said.
She pointed to an increase in phone calls
made to admitted students, quicker decision-making on applications, and using
current students as spokespeople as contributing factors in the admissions uptick.
Other factors that might influence the
number of enrolling students are fellowship
and scholarship offers. Those offers have
gotten larger since last year, Shealy said.
However, she said this was a trend across the
country. Further, Shealy said that the admissions staff worked very hard this year to contact each admitted student, and while not
all were contacted, more received personal
phone calls than in previous years.
That retail strategy seems to have had
an impact.
“I liked William and Mary initially
because of the relatively low cost of attendance,” Allie Humphreys, a 1L from
Charleston, Virginia said. “But what really
solidified my desire to come here was the
atmosphere. The admissions staff went out
of their way to help and at accepted students
weekend, everyone was so welcoming.”

Students from the 1L class gave a variety
of reasons for choosing William & Mary Law.
“I chose William & Mary because of the
rich tradition and the brilliant and friendly
culture,” Scott Krystiniak, a 1L from Ann
Arbor, Michigan said. “Our history, traced
back to George Wythe’s doctrine of the
Citizen Lawyer, instills the moral fortitude and leadership that are essential for
law students, and our diverse, amiable, and
intelligent community creates a supportive
and success-driven atmosphere.”
This history seemed to resonate with
other students. Stephanie Veniez, a 1L
from Montreal, Quebec, was one of them.
“I knew that coming here wouldn’t just
be a great law school opportunity, which
I could find in many places throughout
the states,” she said. “But I’d be inspired to
pursue it based on Williamsburg’s historic
roots and its dedication to that history.”
Other aspects of the school were also
attractive to prospective students. For 1L
Seth Perritz, from Palatine, Illinois it was
the coming to the campus.
“I originally applied here because of
the prestige, the ranking, and my GPA
and LSAT fell into their averages,” he said.
“My final decision was made because of my
visit: it was a great campus and seemed like
a really interesting program, especially the
legal practice aspects.”

Law Revue seeks
spotlight on main
campus in new year
From CHANGE OF VENUE, page 3
Courtroom, a “kinda charming” stage
in the words of one 2L.
This year Law Revue will be performing on the main campus. Their new
venue, Little Theatre, is located in the
basement of the Campus Center. While
the overarching goal of the troupe’s new
direction is to deepen its connections to
the law school community, Fickett believes that “the prospect of performing
on an actual stage is exciting, and, as
finals approach, more respectful of our
colleagues.”
The executive board is hopeful and
hard at work to make the magic happen,
and you’ll be able to judge for yourself
soon enough. Law Revue’s tentatively
titled Night of One Acts plays on Saturday, November 9th and Sunday, November 10th.

Join US

at Not Wythe Standing
if you are interested in:
¶ News writing
¶ Editing
¶ Design
¶ Photography
¶ Cartoons
¶ Multimedia
¶ Journalism
¶ Humor
¶ Storytelling
¶ Publication
¶ Non-Fiction
email :
fcfarreau@email.wm.edu
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Markets or Government:
Who should control economy’s commanding heights?
The columnist manifesto: inequalty, information
costs, recent history spoil free market rhetoric;
a case for collective action
American Libertarianism certainly has an
intuitive appeal. In such a world, we are all
the hero from Henley’s Invictus, “It matters
not how strait the gate, How charged with
punishments the scroll, I am the master of my
fate: I am the captain of my soul.” Indeed, the
American mythos is steeped with terms reflecting the Libertarian ethos: “rugged individualism,” “personal responsibility,” “equality of
opportunity, not of outcome.” We collectively
bristle at the imposition of any authority,
even if the authority is acting rationally and
its impositions more beneficial than harmful.
And yet I must admit I’m a collectivist, a statist, a dirty Socialist.
Proudly so.
The simplest argument against Libertarianism (small government, free markets) is
that the market is Undemocratic. It’s simple
math, really. In a government, I have one
vote merely by virtue of my humanity. In the
market, a dollar is a vote. Roughly 2% of the
population possesses 50% of all economic
votes. 10% of the population possesses about
90% of all economic votes. As a result, the democracy of Capital is incredibly unbalanced,
where many people have no votes and a few
people have hoards of votes.
Thus, the more of the economy that is
unfettered by government, the greater the
quantity of our social and economic life over
which the vast majority of the population
will have no meaningful say. By voting for
an economic Libertarian, the average person
is merely attempting to decrease the value of
that very vote.
I would also dispute the underlying economic theory of the dollar-vote, which is that
the money that a consumer spends in a supermarket or Best Buy functions as meaningfully
as a cast ballot.
First, people are not rational consumers,
and people forced to make many consecutive
economic choices in a market tend to make
increasingly poor choices based on rules of
thumb. That’s one reason why candy bars and
$2 Mountain Dews are stationed at checkout: supermarkets know that you will make
bad decisions based on short-term rewards

after an hour of choosing between “Ketchup”
and “Catsup.”
Second, human beings do not have an
infinite capacity for retaining information regarding all of their consumer decisions. Not
even close. The idea that a consumer buying
40 or 50 items will scrutinize each apportionment of capital as carefully as they scrutinize
their votes is absurd. Indeed, our yearly apportionment of capital in the market is an
aggregation of small, unconscious, and often
irrational decisions. Thus, the rationality of
the market is less than the sum of its parts
in the same way that adding up a billion zeros remains zero. The unchained market will
not serve overarching human needs precisely
because a free market cannot be meaningfully
coordinated towards any goal.
Third, and most importantly, the market
ensures that those who are least capable of absorbing economic losses will absorb the most
losses. Don’t look at me, look at right-wing
hero Friedrich Hayek! As he noted, all information has a cost. When entering into any
contractual relationship, it is true that parties
with the most information will be best able to
gauge the risks and benefits of that contract.
However, the poor and undereducated make
the worst contractual bargains because they do
not have the money to purchase information,
the assets to absorb the costs of not having
information, nor the skills necessary to mine
information. As a result, the poor will lose
money in contractual relationships, becoming
poorer still, and thus making even worse bargains in each subsequent round of contractual
agreements. The poor become poorer and the
rich richer. Thus, the imbalance of “market”
democracy widens by its own “natural” forces.
The gross iniquities of our modern life
do not justify a world in which the successful have all power and bargaining leverage.
No person chooses their parents, genetic predispositions, regional dialect, nation of birth,
exposure to peers, culture, schools, nutrition, etc.. In reality, the near entirety of our
make-up by the day we reach adulthood is the
product of forces beyond our control. We are
not merely shaped by our genes and environ-

By Kristin White
Staff Writer, 3L
kewhite@email.wm.edu

People are not rational
“consumers.
Especially
when forced to make
many consecutive
choices. That’s one
reason why candy bars
and $2 Mountain Dews
are stationed at checkout: supermarkets know
you will make bad
choices after an hour
of choosing between
“Ketchup” and “Catsup.”

ment, we ARE them. Thus, to justify inequality or achievement on the grounds of some
Invictus-style internal motivation is to ignore
a simple truth: we are not uncaused causes.
The poor do not earn their poverty, nor slumdwellers the high odds of descending into
crime, nor the uneducated their illiteracy.
There are reams of stats to bear this out, but
details must wait for a future column. This is
only an introduction.
Still, I hope my message is clear: only
collective action, collective goals, and collectively sharing the benefits of our rich
society can solve our many problems. The
market will merely exacerbate our inequalities while leaving the poorest and most
dispossessed without the one tool that can
even theoretically respond to their needs:
our democratic government.
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Markets or Government:
Who should control economy’s commanding heights?

Estop fighting, start loving the markets: Five
easy Mises to more efficiency, happiness
through free markets

By Paul Wolfgramm
Staff Writer, 3L
pewolfgramm@email.wm.edu

Firms in the market,
“unlike
the government,

must rely on persuasion
rather than coercion to
obtain revenue. In the
absence of coercion, a
price system emerges
that conveys information
about scarcity. Under
those circumstances,
every scarce resource is
directed towards a goal
that has real value to a
real person.”

1,1
0,0

0,1

Ludwig von Mises, in his magnum opus
Human Action, describes the central problem
of economics as one of calculation. For Mises,
every action entails a calculation by which the
individual conceives and preference-ranks ends
(goals) and means (strategies). Preferences
among individuals vary, because individual
minds are distinct. An economist may describe
the movement of an actor, but he or she may not
evaluate the effectiveness or efficiency of that
movement without knowing or making an assumption about what the observed actor considers valuable. Often, such assumptions are biased
by the false-consensus effect, where one fails to
appreciate that others have beliefs, desires, and
intentions different from one’s own. Economics,
then, is properly understood to be a descriptive,
rather than normative (prescriptive), discipline.
That is, the proper job of an economist is to
describe, rather than advocate for intervention
into, the market.
To better understand the concepts of effectiveness and efficiency, imagine a coordinate
plane. Let the origin (0, 0) represent an individual’s present state. Let the length traveled from
the origin to any point represent costs such as
time, energy, and other scarce resources. If the
individual sets a goal to arrive at (1, 0), then
moving right along the x-axis one unit is an effective strategy, because the individual arrives at
the goal. Moving right along the x-axis one unit
is also an efficient strategy, because the individual arrives at the goal by traveling the shortest
possible distance from the origin. An effective,
but less efficient, strategy, for example, would
be traveling from the origin up along the y-axis
one unit, right one unit, and down one unit.
Efficiency is important, because every action
has an opportunity cost. If an individual travels
three units to reach a goal that could have been
reached in one unit, then the individual is left
without two units of scarce resources that could
have been used to pursue another goal. Practically, such inefficiency means unmet demand
and needless suffering.
To understand why intervention into the
market is inefficient, consider the contradiction
inherent in rhetoric used to justify government
intervention. If only individuals evaluate ends

and means, and the preferences of individuals
are unique, then evaluating anything from the
point of view of the “public” presents an oversimplification. At the most fundamental level,
only individuals evaluate, choose, and act. Central planners, then, must either establish origins
and goals by averaging what they perceive to
be the present states and desired future states
of citizens or rely on their own personal origin
and goals. The former conception is impractical,
if not impossible, given the problem of acquiring knowledge about citizens’ preferences. Even
then, central planners can allocate resources
only by imposing a one-size-fits-all scheme that,
to some extent, sacrifices the preferences of all
citizens. The latter conception reflects the reality
that individuals act upon limited information
and that elite lobbies buy and sell politicians
who are often only interested in reelection.
Collective action is only legitimately pursued by means of cooperation and consent.
Firms in the market, unlike the government,
must rely on persuasion rather than coercion
to obtain revenue. When a society respects
individual property rights, by respecting individual choice, it invests resources in ways that
take advantage of the knowledge, energy, and
inspirations of every individual. In the absence
of coercion, a price system emerges that meaningfully conveys information about scarcity
and preferences. Under those conditions, the
time structure of production and consumption
evolves organically and multi-use capital goods
are invested in ways that actually create value.
Aggregate value is maximized in such a society,
because the value of each unit of scarce resource
is maximized. That is, every unit of scarce resource is directed towards a goal that has real
value to a real person.
Anyone who desires to be an effective selfadvocate, especially in a democracy, must understand the importance of property rights. A
system of laws that inconsistently respects individual property rights incentivizes graft and
erodes confidence in the rule of law. Ultimately,
it is merely confidence in each other and a respect for the equal authority that we each have
over our own lives that is needed for social institutions to evolve and flourish.
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BAR CRAWL 2013

On shots, selfies and Saturday night

By Adam Wolfe
Managing Editor, 2L
arwolfe@email.wm.edu
When I stop at the edge of the street
outside of a strip-mall sandwich shop I look
both ways. There’s a black Rav4 approaching
from the left, and so I wait. Suddenly a second, light blue car pulls out into the first’s
path. From my vantage point approximately
40 yards away, this appears unsafe. While
the vehicles did not make physical contact,
the black SUV’s driver did yell something in
bout of road rage; the sound was indiscernible, but I thought I faintly heard an oral occlusive at the beginning, the type that produces an English ‘b’ sound.
Not stopping there, the first driver then
directed at the blue car an emotional screech
of, “Where are you from?!” She emphasized
the word you. A quick glance at the blue car
revealed it was registered in Virginia.
This happened in less than 30 seconds,
and when the black car passed me I saw it had
temporary license plates. I looked at the number in with surprise. I recognized it; the RAV4
and I have tangoed before. The night before,
actually. Just 12 hours hence I had used that
same black RAV4 as a crutch in the rear parking lot of a downtown bar. My notes say it
was 1:31 a.m. My purpose there had been to
steal a moment alone for fresh air and scribble
down notes for this article. As objects of physical support, the 2013 Toyotas are top notch.
In my defense, it was illegally parked.
Somehow that was connected to this. No
coincidence, no story.
§
The night of the SBA sponsored bar
crawl, me and about 60 people crowd onto
the patio outside The Crust. The horde is
chatty, and its shape morphs constantly,
as people come and go. Pop standards flow
through overhead speakers and street lights,
lamps and passing cars conspire to illuminate

the only place in Williamsburg worth being
at this moment. Music makes the conversation louder and tomorrow I will wake up
hoarse, seek refuge in hot tea and mourn my
upper register. But tonight I belly up to the
bar with Erica Clark to consume tequila only
one of us will enjoy, after which we will bask
in the artificial warmth and clips of overheard
dialogue from the surrounding revelers.
It was loud. Someone thought she heard
Erica say she had been tanning. Erica is black,
so this is unlikely, and was in fact not the case.
She said she had ordered delivery. Those words
don’t even rhyme. Like I said, it was loud.
“It always comes back to chocolate,”
Erica says turning to me after the mix-up has
been resolved. The opening notes of Californication drift across the patio. “It all begins
and ends with brown.”
“How so?”
“Ashes to ashes, dust to dust… Dirt is
brown,” she says while looking at the crowd
and leaning back against the bar. “We shy
away from the dirty. But at the same time all
of our nutrition grows from dirt. We don’t
like the things we most need.”
Race is an ever-present factor; that’s her
thrust. I tell her about an interview with a
black comedian I heard earlier that week. In
it, he said the first time he was knew with certainty that someone was not looking at him
through the lens of race was when he held
his first daughter in the delivery room. Erica
thrills. That’s feeling, it’s amazing she says, like
total freedom; it’s happened to her before, but
it’s always fleeting. It would be, since the moment you acknowledge it, you are, in a way,
seeing yourself through the lens of race. Again.
“It’s only when you meet other people
who similarly feel entrapped. And it’s not
just race. It’s sex; it’s identity, beliefs, class.
It’s culture… It’s being able to empathize.”
Why don’t these conversations happen in
classrooms?
Soon enough the friendly bartender tells
us the patio is about to be reserved for a private party, so we have to move. And really he is
so nice about it, we don’t mind moving. Soon
enough we’re inside. Blake Christopher and I
start debating Romans 14:14 and if anything
can be generalized from a verse about Bronze
Age dietary laws. I say no; he disagrees. Then
See BAR CRAWL, page 9
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One night out on Richmond Rd.
From BAR CRAWL, page 8
he quotes 1 Corinthians 6:19-20. How do you
come back from that? You can’t.
§
Understandably, most of the people I
talked to didn’t want talk go on the record.
Who could blame them? When someone with
paper and pen presents himself at the watering hole, trust is not the first emotion conjured. So instead of dialogue, my notes record
a sort of topic map.
Things we talked about at the crust: Bad
takeout food—United States v. Alvarez—
German hate speech laws—Neo-Nazis—
Golden Dawn—That uncomfortable feeling
you get when you agree with a Justice Thomas
dissent—post-structrualism and semiotic
drift—Robert Mapplethorpe (but we really
meant Andres Serrano)—the precise semantic
difference between burning a cross and burning a crucifix—Buddha watching TV—Nam
June Paik’s Electronic Superhighway—that
we should probably move on to the next bar.
But in between, there was gossip—lots of
it. Who is together, who wants to get together,
and who is no longer together were topics we
put on heavy rotation. They pervaded conversation and could float into or out of focus like a
Zeppelin at a cataract-suffers’ convention. I tallied four breakup stories, exclusive of repeats.
There were innumerable inquiries as to whether
a people were “available”; when relevant, a preliminary discussion might focus on whether he
was straight, and evidence was then presented
for both sides. This is how people are.
It was probably worse before Facebook,
where users can dial up answers to just these
questions straight from the horse’s mouth.
Markets and relationships are both about give
and take; to make moves, you have got to
have information. Reputation used to involve
pressing flesh.
§
The other constant thread of the evening
was selfies. As defined by the Oxford English
dictionary, a selfie is, “a photograph one has
taken of oneself, typically one taken with a
smartphone or webcam and uploaded to a
social media website.” This forgets the most
critical fact about selfies, which is that they
are all staged. I’m told ‘posed’ is the more
polite word. In the history of selfies, you’ve
never seen a candid.
Throughout the night, a one member of a
group whips out a camera phone, and others
lapsed into human canvas. In pockets of the

bar, time freezes frequently and unpredictably
for gobs of seconds in anticipation of the flash.
Selfie, like any genre, has an internal
grammar. The de rigueur composition was
dominant hand extended between 15 and 30
degrees above the horizontal. Subjects often
extended their face toward the camera; this
is probably an attempt to create angles. The
average human arm is just 30ish inches long,
so selfies are by definition a medium of close
ups. The typical face is often too flat for such
an unforgiving shot.
The selfie is also a gendered artform. My
observation is that it favors females. Women
take selfies; men make cameos. Feminists
might find this ironic; is the pervasive male
gaze turned on its head when women start
directing it on themselves? Or is the most insidious kind of oppression? The kind here the
cow gallops into the slaughterhouse.
§
Finally, in the rear parking lot I walk
past the dumpster and lean against the black
RAV4.
“Derek, I need your help with this,” yells a
man from a car rolling toward the exit. Derek
keeps walking. “Man, you always do this to me.”
You always do this to me.
You always do this to me.
By now, I’m furiously penning my short
term memory into a notepad. My only light
source is a phone screen, which blinks off
every 15 seconds. The letters are loopier by
this point, and what I forgot is just as telling as what I remembered. In my mental sea,
the particular faces in the crowd go out with
the tide. How much I have spent must be
deduced the next day by simple subtraction.
Where did I get this brass bangle?
From the property’s tree line, a cat approaches. It’s black with white spotting. I
stand perfectly still as it draws closer. Something about curiosity. It’s alone, and clearly
indifferent to the human horde beyond the
nearest brick wall. To the cat, music is clatter,
pictures are blots and drink means water. For
a little while it rubs up against me, and in an
attempt at friction it drives its head past my
hand when I dip down to pet it. I never get
it to purr.
After that, I decide to walk home.
Decide is too strong a word; my legs start
going there, and I don’t stop them. While putting one foot in front of the other, a line from
an admissions speech loops in my head: “…
the same streets Thomas Jefferson walked.”
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CASE HISTORIES

By Kristin White
Staff Writer, 3L
kewhite@email.wm.edu
Thorsen Vesely woke up to the first bright
rays of Minnesota sunshine. The air was crisp
but mixed with the strong aroma of hotdish
coming from his kitchen. His dutiful wife,
Elsa, greeted him with a smile. He sat down
and began methodically consuming the smorgasbord which awaited him. After finishing
his lingonberry toast, he headed out the door
to the law offices, which bore his name first
among the partners.
After three hours of drafting wills for the
Bjornssons, Thorsen sat back and drank some
coffee. “Only eight more months and I can
retire!” he thought, grinning broadly. His reveries were interrupted when Linnea Togstad
walked in the door with a worried look on her
face. She went straight to the point. “My husband was paralyzed during routine, invasive
spinal surgery, and I think it was some kind of
medical malpractice.”
Thorsen furrowed his brow to feign sympathy, saying “Go on, Linnea”. He knew her
well since they were pewmates at the Second
Lutheran Church. She was a good woman,
tall and clear-eyed with a fine singing voice.
“Thorsen, it was Dr. Tennfjord. She had this
mischievous look in her eyes the whole time
we were consulting about the surgery. I swear
she licked her lips at one point!” Linnea went
on to describe the MRIs and probabilities of
recovery, but Thorsen wasn’t listening. He was
trying hard to conceal his abject horror at her
mention of Dr. Tennfjord. Did she not know
about the doctor’s... Powers? Did she not understand WHAT Dr. Tennfjord was?
Ms. Togstad concluded her exposition
by asking a simple question, “Do you think
I have a case?” It was all Thorsen could do to
keep himself from blurting, “She’s a Norn. A
NORN for Odin’s sake! We might win in a
court of law, but we could never escape her
fateful wrath!” Instead, Thorsen calmly replied, “I’ll talk with my partners and our

Togstad
v. Vesley

medical malpractice associate and get back
with you. Don’t you worry.” Linnea nodded
in gratitude, picked up her purse and walked
slowly out the office door. But, oh, how
Thorsen worried!
He paced about the perimeter of his
walnut-embellished office, knowing he could
never take the case. Nonetheless, he spoke to
Jerre Miller and the other partners as well as

Holding: Defendant
committed malpractice
when he dismissed
Plaintiff’s claim and
failed to inform her of
a statute of limitations
when the claim was
likely to succeed.
Bjorn Leifsson, their bright new med-mal associate fresh from The Cities. As soon as he
mentioned the name Tennfjord, all his partners jumped back, Jerre accidentally banging
his head against a brass light fixture. Bjorn
stared at them as if they were mad.
“The Norn!”, Jerre muttered, and the other partners nodded. “She can spin our webs of
fate any way she pleases.” “If we win a judgment, we may lose our jobs, our limbs, even
our lives,” whispered Henrik Otto, the oldest
of the partners. They then chanted “We must
never speak of this again!” in unison, except
for Bjorn, who had retreated to his desk to
draw up a hasty letter of resignation.
Seven months later, an irate Linnea Togstad stormed into Thorsen’s office. Thorsen
looked up at her with his eyes wide. “You told

me you’d call me back if I had a case. Well,
you didn’t call, so I didn’t sue!” She paused
and continued, “I went to Basil Morgan’s office across town yesterday for a second opinion and he said I had a great case, but I only
had six months to bring it! It’s too late!” She
writhed in hysterics, but Thorsen could only
pity Esquire Morgan, a newcomer to the town
but 23 years ago, for his ignorance about the
Old Ways. Linnea finally stopped sobbing and
struck her blow: “I’m suing YOU for dropping
the ball on your end of the attorney-client relationship!”
Thorsen tried to no avail to convince the
judges that he had no attorney-client relationship with Linnea. He had merely been nice
by refusing to call her back and end her hope!
How could an unscheduled consultation create a duty of care!? Yet he could tell from the
demeanor of the justices that he was doomed.
The judges awarded Linnea a $650,000 judgment. Thorsen sighed, realizing retirement
would have to wait, but secretly relieved that
Ms. Togstad would be able to care for Johan
without falling into poverty. Plus, he had
avoided the hideous wrath of Dr. Skuld Tennfjord.
In any event, Thorsen drove home from
the courthouse in increasingly bright spirits.
After all, tomorrow there would be cold, crisp
sunshine to wake him, and lingonberry jam,
and heaping helpings of hotdish, and - best of
all - the smiles of patient Elsa.

[Editor’s Note: Case Histories is our
monthy romp through the facts of
iconic cases. These columns present
the fictional backstory behind cases
you might have studied; we tell you
what could have happened, but necessarily what did.]
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Don’t lose in 1L relationships game

George Wythe, America’s first professor of law and original mean girl, looks down in contempt at the great unwashed filtering into the school named for him

From DOMINATE, Back Cover
Twizzler. Look him in the eyes and repeat
his name, insisting I’m so bad with names;
I’ll try to remember. (Note: If you find yourself—for shame!—on the receiving end of
the Twizzler-roll, your only chance is to let
your hand go dead-fish limp and hope the
superior human that just out-shook you has
a merciful soul. I pray for you). Remember
that the winning handshaker immediately
takes ownership of the loser; in the golden
autumn of 2011 your humble writer unleashed a glorious death grip shake on a lesser man who to this day does my laundry and
cite checks. What a nerd.
Rule 2: Establish your credentials. “Hi,
I’m John Doe. GPA: 4.0, LSAT: 174. My
cousin’s girlfriend’s dad is a senior partner at
Sidley Austin. I’m the 2015-16 editor-in-chief
of the Law Review. Published, twice. Yes, I’ll be
making money 1L summer, although the firms
haven’t decided which will be paying me, yet…
I’ll be sure to tell you all about my interview
process, of course…” (At this point, your interlocutor should be sweating with intimidation; depending on the response, prepare either
oblique disapproval or unsolicited advice).
Part III: Conversation
The Castiglionian courtier can discourse on any subject long enough to im-

press, but that is not your path. Conversation is an indulgence a serious law student
can ill afford. After all, personality is a
symptom of library hours insufficiently observed, and besides, any conversation that
follows your amicable approach is only time
wasted that could be spent elsewhere (meeting new people—meet all the people, guys).
Unfortunately, just as it was an unfor-

Personality is
“symptom
of library
hours insufficiently
observed.”

givable faux pas to laugh at one’s own witticism in the Court at Versailles, so too will
you suffer the social consequences of outward rudeness. How best, then, to disengage your new acquaintance, making sure
he feels at fault?
My aunt Doris asks: Do 1Ls, by near
unanimous agreement, hate each other? The
authorities are split. Opinion polls return
results in the negative, but anthropologists
observing 1Ls in their natural habitat witness such ubiquitous disregard for the Golden

Rule that no other conclusion can rationally be drawn. For law students, by universal
agreement, hate being asked (by their Aunt
Doris, for example) what do you want to
practice? and what did you study again, and
where? and oh, how are you liking it? are your
roommates nice? Why, then, interested scholars feel compelled to ask, do 1Ls subject each
other to the same painful discourse? The response from the legal community is resounding: a measured budget for social capital!
Be boring: Scare away your partners in
conversation! When asked, “What music do
you like”—an innocent search for common
ground—hit your unsuspecting inquirer
with “Oh, you know, pretty much everything.” Disavowing any taste, preference, or
opinion makes you as uninteresting as possible. Your interlocutor will be itching for
an escape. Wonder aloud what else there is
to do in small town Williamsburg, recalling
that in The City, man, you can just get lost.
It goes without saying that all of this is spoken not to a human person in your vicinity,
but to your phone, with which you should
be texting just enough to exude importance
and popularity, but not so much that you
appear to be at another’s beck and call. Take
pictures occasionally. Use them for a Facebook rant.
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Jousting to win: 1L social rivalries

(Online)

How to triumph when gunners, overachievers clash

What people are tweeting
about the 1L experience

@1L Woods
I was rocking out alone to one
direction in a study room when
a tour came by. Welcome to law
school!
@rbcarter
If you’re a #1L, I recommend
not checking your grades during
lawschool, see http://bit.ly/jizOer.
It was a huge help for me.
@NYUlaw
“We are not the big fish in a little
pond anymore,” writes Christopher
Porcelli ‘16 on starting 1L year
@lawdotcom
2L & 3L students more likely to
be distracted by tasks on laptop
in class than 1L http://at.law.com/
omX3dg
@JusticeGoddess
I would say I have senioritis
since I’m a 3L, but I also felt this
way 1L and 2L years so
@Girl_in_law
Still at that stage of 1L where
we are getting a huge kick about
pointing out possible torts to one
another.

By John Loughney
Staff Writer, 3L
jtloughney@email.wm.edu
Ah, September.
The Williamsburg air is thick with colonial gunpowder, clinging humidity, and
somehow, still, pollen. A spate of those cartoon empty-wallet dust clouds hovers over
Barnes & Noble, and the Marshall-Wythe
hallways tinkle with the sounds of serial acquaintanceship.
Yes, new heirs to the sweet misery of
law school—the 1Ls—have brought with
them a familiar scene. Between classes, congeniality runs rampant. Facebook groups
proliferate. After hours, introductions float
over pitchers of Bud Light, ebullient as the
amber beverage that nurtures them. Romance blossoms like a weird plant that then
de-blossoms, blossoms drunkenly with your
(ex-) best friend, and then maybe blossoms
again (just one time!) next semester.
It’s the season for new beginnings! But
to ensure our newest colleagues get off on the
right foot, your humble writer has taken it
upon himself to assemble a compendium of
social wisdom for reference. This is the definitive guide to the etiquette, conventions,
and procedures for confronting your new
classmates. Take notes (in outline form).
Part I: The pre-meet
In the legal profession, there is no
greater sign of inadequacy than not being preceded by one’s reputation. When
you show your face, it should be recognized; when you say your name, no other
responses but gasps of recollection and
whispered rumors are acceptable. Socially
enterprising law students apply any number of tried-and-true tactics to cultivate the
weight of their presence, a couple of which
merit detail for the heretofore incognito:
The Facebook Rant: Nothing shows
your peers how intelligent and academically fearsome you are better than parading

your ability to make cogent, thoughtful,
and measured political points within the
restraints of that great social medium: Facebook. Make sure everyone knows how you
feel about abortion, gay marriage, Syria,
the NSA, and your opposing political party
as soon as you have an audience. Advanced
users will mix in topical social commentary, applying such techniques as accusing
specific classmates of racism, detailing others’ sexual improprieties, and posting provocative or embarrassing pictures.
The Public Scandal: While effective, the
Facebook Rant suffers its own facility—everyone does it! The most impressive, aspirational networkers will be loath to settle for
Internet controversy. They strive for more;
opting instead to tap that invaluable resource, the Honor Council. Ambitious budding lawyers distinguish themselves through
their use of the tools W&M puts at their
disposal, and the Honor Council offers free
confidential publicity for your strategic
transgressions. Your trespass is your taste,
but the new chic says what happens in the
deli bathrooms is out this season. Elaborate,
Machiavellian lies are in.
Part II: The meet
Every law school relationship is about
keeping score, and the first points get tallied as soon as you shake hands. What the
handshake dynamic lacks in complexity
it makes up for with hierarchical, CroMagnon displays of dominance. The rules
aren’t hard, but failure to follow them can
be catastrophic. Remember, everyone you
meet will probably be a federal judge one
day, so if you make a bad impression now,

Every law school
“relationship
is about
keeping score.”

your career is ruined.
Rule 1: Win the handshake. The firmest handshake wins, but only chumps wager
their strength against a new friend’s (though,
just in case you have to, you should spend at
least 2 hours a day squeezing a foam ball).
Instead, be sure to initiate your death grip
before your hands actually interlock, so that
you roll the acquaintance’s fingers into a
See DOMINATE page 11

